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Shock 


Author's Notes: 
Not much to say on this one. Just an intense, dramatic fic about the accident of my hero, Rick Allen, and 


trying to portray the distorted world of shock. 


| don't know how it happened, or | do, but | don't remember exactly how | got this far off the road, or how | 
ended up standing here. 


| was so angry, because that jerk in the red Alpha Romeo kept going so slow.. And whenever | tried to speed 
up to pass him, he would speed up so | couldn't. And as soon as | gave up, he would slow up again. He was 


teasing me, pushing my temper to the edge. 


| swear, | didn't see that corner coming. | was just so angry. God knows, its when I'm angry, it's when | say and 
do the stupid things | always regret later. 


All | know was | felt the car leave the ground, and | lost my sense of balance and orientation 


And now, I'm standing here in this field With this white hot pain through my entire left side that | can't even 


see when | try to look, as if my vision's been blanked out on that side. 

| feel kind of numb, there's this faint buzzing sound in my ears, and everything's hazy, like I'm in shock. 
And | look down in the car and see an arm. An arm. And it's not attached to any body. 

‘lm never gonna play drums again, ever! Where's my arm gone?" 


| know where it's gone, but my mind, in it's shock doesn't want to admit that the arm on the ground in the car 


is the one missing from my body. 
| can't see anything now, I've retreated into my mind somewhere, with these odd visions, but | can hear a 
woman and a man -a couple -screaming, asking if | was okay upon seeing the car. There's a frigid sensation as 


ice is packed where my severed arm is supposed to be. 


‘| want me mum." | can't remember the last time | said those words, but they're the only thing my tongue 


could form. 

They're saying things | don't understand in this state, | can't figure out what's happening. 
| hear sirens. 

| feel myself being put onto some surface, forced to lie down, being carried. 


They say they're sticking me with some needle, to get me fluids, painkillers, and blood. That | have to have 


immediate, emergency surgery. 
| don't know what's happening, where I'm being taken.. 
| don't know if I'm going to live. 


| don't know if my family, my friends.. God, my bandmates who | was so harsh with the last time we talked 


and had an argument.. | don't know where they are, or if they know. 
What if.. What if | never see them again, to let them know l'm sorry? 
| feel tears coming to my eyes as the drugs begin to kick in and pull me out of shock. 


| just want to go home. 


